The Resurrection

THE GREEK. Yes, I asked a Rabbi.

THE HEBREW. Were you not afraid ?

THE GREEK* How could he know that I am called
a Christian ? I wore the cap I brought from
Alexandria. He said the followers of Dionysus
were parading the streets with rattles and drums ;
that such a thing had never happened in this city
before ; that the Roman authorities were afraid to
interfere. The followers of Dionysus have been out
among the fields tearing a goat to pieces and drink-
ing its blood, and are now wandering through the
streets like a pack of wolves. The mob was so
terrified of their frenzy that it left them alone, or,
as seemed more likely, so busy hunting Christians
it had time for nothing else. I turned to go, but
he called me back and asked where I lived. When
I said outside the gates, he asked if it was true that
the dead had broken out of the cemeteries.

THE HEBREW* We can keep the mob off for some
minutes, long enough for the Eleven to escape over
the roofs. I shall defend the narrow stair between
this and the street until I am killed, then you will
take my place. Why is not the Syrian here ?

THE GREEK. I met him at the door and sent him
on a message ; he will be back before long*

THE HEBREW. The three of us will be few enough
for the work in hand.
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